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zpz The Tragedie of King Lear. 

for though it be nighr f vct the Moone fhines,IIe make a 
fopoth’ Moonlhine of you, you whorefon Cullyenjy 
Barbet'-monger,(3raw, 

Stew. Away,I hauc nothing to go with thee. 

Kent. Drawyou Rafcal!, you conic with Letter*a~ 
gainft the King,and take Vanitie the puppets parr, a- 
gainfl the Royaltie of her Father: draw you Rogue, or 
lie fo carbonado your iTiank., draw you Rafcali, come 
your waies. 

Ste. HelpejhOjtnurtiierjhdpe, 

Kent. Strike you flaue : # ftarid rogue, (land you neat 
Dalle,(trike. 

Stew. Helpe hoa 3 mutther,mutthcr. 


Enter EaftardfiornewaU, Reganfilofter ^Sernantt, 

How now,what’s the matter ?Part. 

Kent. With you goodman Boy, if you pIeafc,come, 
He flefh ye,come on yong Mailer. 

Glo. Weapons? Armcs ? what’s the matter here? 

Cor . Keepe peace vpon your Iiucs, he dies that (Likes 
againc.what is the matter? 

Reg. The MeiTcngers from out Sifter, and the King ? 

Cor. What is yt^jr difference, fpeake ? 

Stew, lam fcarce in breath my Lord. 

Kent. No Maruell,you haue fo beftir’d your valour, 
you cowardly Rafcall,nature difclaimes in thee:a Taylor 
made thee. 

Cor. Thou art a ftrange fel!ow,a Taylor make a man? 

Kent. A Taylor Sir,aStone-cuttcr,or a Painter,could 
not hauc made him fo ill, though they had bin but two 
yearesoth’trade. 

Cor. Speake yet,how grew your quarrell ? 

Ste , This ancient Ruffian Sir, whole life I hau c fpar’d 
atfutcofhis gray-bcard. 

Kent. Thou whorefon Zed, thou rnneccfTary letter: 
nty Lord,if you willgiue mcleaue, I will tread thisvn- 
boultcd villaine into morter, and daube the wall of a 
lakes with him. Sparc my gray-beard,you wagtaile ? 

Cor. Peace lirrah. 

You beaftly knaue,know you no rcuercnce ? 

Kent. Yes Sir,butanget hathapriuiledge. 

Cor, Why art thou angtie ? 

Kent. That fuch a flaue as this (lrould wearc a Sword, 
Who weares no honefty : fuch fmiling rogues as thefe, 
Like Rats oft bite the holy cords: a twaine. 

Which arc t’intrince, t’vnloofe : fmooth euery paffion 
That in the naturesof their Lords rcbell, 

Being oils to fire.fnow to the colder moodes, 
Rcucnge,affirme,and turne their Halcionbcakcs 
With euery gall,and vary of their Mafters, 

Knowing naught (like dogges) but following: 

A plague vpon your Epilepticke vifage, 

Smoil c you my fpecches,as I were a Foole ? 

Goofe,if I had you vpon Sarttm Plaine, 
l'3d Grille yc cackling home to Camclot. 

Corn. What art thou mad old Fellow ? 

Glofi. How fell you out,fay that { 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 

Then I,atid fuch a knaue. 

Com. Why do’ft thou call him Knaue ? 

What is his fault? 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Cor. No more perchance do’s mine,nor his,nor hem 

Kent. Sir, ’tis my occupation to be plaine, 

I haue leene better faces in ray time. 


Then (lands on any (boulder that I fee 
Before mc.atthis inftant. 

(am. This is (ome Fellow, 

Who hauing beene prais’d for bluntnefie 1 deffi,ff * 

A faucy roughnej,and conftraines the o S rb attc $ 
Qtike from his Nature. He cannot flatter he 
An honed mind and plaine,hc muft f Pea k c 
And they will take it fo.ifnot, hce’s plaine. 

Thefe kind ofKnaues I know.which in this n),- „ 

Harbour more craft,and more corrupter enttejK 
Then twenty hl!y.ducking obferuants, 

That ftrccch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir.in good faith.in (incerev^^ 

Vndcr th’allowance ofyour great afpcP; 

Whofe influence like the A ofradientfi rc 
On fucking front. ^ 

Corn. Wh at mean’ll by this ? 

Kent. To go out of my dialed which you difcom 
mcndlo much; Iknow Sir,Iam no flatterer he th h* 
guild you in a plaine accent, was a plaine Knaue 11 -V 
for my.part 1 will nor b C , rhonghl ftould ; 
difpleafure to entreat me too’t. y , r 

Corn. What was th’offcncc you gaue him? 

Ste . Ineucrgauehimany: 

It pleas’d the King his Mafter very late 
To fttike at me vpon his mifconftru&ion 
When he comparand flattering his difpleafure 
Tript rtiebehind:being downc,infultcd,rail’d. 

And put vpon him fuch a deale ofMan, 

That worthied him,got praifss of the Kin», 

For him attempting ,who was felfe-fubdued, 

And in the flefliment of this dead exploit. 

Drew cn me here againe. 

Kent. None of thefe Rogues,and Cowards 
But si tax is there Foole- 

Corn. Fecch forth the Stocks ? 

You (lubborne ancient Knaue,you reuerent Bragart, 
Wcc’l teach you* 

Kent, Sir.Iannoooldtolearne: 

Call not your Stocks forme,! lerue the King. 

On whole impioyment I was fent to you. 

You (hall doc frnall refpc£ls,(kow too bold malice 
Againft the Grace,and Pcrfon ofmy Mailer, 

Stocking his Mcflenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stock-; 

As I baue life and Honour,there (hall he fit till Noone. 
Reg. Till noone? till night my Lot d,and all night too. 
Kent. Why Madam, ifl were you; Fathers dog, 

You fhould not vfc me fo. 

T\eg. Sir,bcing his Knaue,I will. Stocks brought sut, 

Cor. This is a Fellow of the felfe fame colour, 

Our Sifter fpeakes of. Come,bring away the Stocks. 

(jlo. Lecmebefecch your Grace,not to do fo, 

The King his Mafter,needs muft take it ill 
That he fo (lightly valued in his Meffenger, 

Should haue hirn thus reftraiiicd. 

Cor. lie an! were that. 

Reg. My Sifter may rccieuc it much more worffe. 

To hauc her Gentleman abus’d,alfaulted. 

Corn. Come my Lord,away. Exit, 

Glo. I am forry for thee friend,’tis the Duke plealure, 
Whofe difpofition all the world well knowes 
Will not be rub’d nor (lopt,lie entreat for thee. 

Kent.Ptay do notSir,I haue watch’d and trauaii’dhard. 
Some timelfhall fleepeout,there(l Ilewhiftle: 

A good mans fortune may grow out at hecles 
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giueVou good morrow. 

Glo. The Duke's too blamcin this, 

be iil taken. Exit. 

grtt.Good King 5 that muft approue the common faw, 
fhoJ out ofHeauens benediction com’ft 
fothe warme Sun, 

S oach thou Beacon :o this vnder Globe, 
by thy comfortable Beamcs I rnay 
perufethis Letter. Nothing alcnoft fees cniradei 
g uc: oiiene I know’cis from Cordelia> 

Vl r ho hath molt fortunately bcene inform’d 

Or my obfenred courfe. And fhall findc time 

pro’ncmse ^^rmous Scatc,feeking to giue 

lofta their remedies .Ali weary and o’rc-watch’d* 

f^ke vantage heaaie cyes.noi to behold 

yj, fh udi. edging. Fortune goodnight, 

Saiiie once morc^turnc thy vvheclc. 

Enter Edetr* 

6 

£dg> I heard my felfe proclaim'd. 

And by the happy hollow of a Ti ce, 

pfeap’d the bunt. No Pert is free,no place 

That guard, and moft vnufall vigilance 

Do’s not attend my taking* Wh ies i may feape 

Iwillptcf^ruemyleifc: and am bethought 

To take the bafeft,snd moft pooreft ftiape 

That euer penury in contempt of man. 

Brought neere to beift; my face He grime with filth* 
Blanket my loines ? elfeall my ha ires in knots. 

And with piefcntcd nakednefie out-face 
The \Vindes,and pcrfccutions of the sk»e; 

The Country giucs meproofe^and prefident 
Of Bedlam beggers^ who with roaring voices. 

Strike in their num'd and mortified Armcs, 
Pin^VVoddcn-prickeSjNaylesiSprigs ofRolemarie ; 

And with this horrible obieft/rom low Farmes, 
poorepelting Villages,Shecps-Coates^and 
Sometime: with Lunatidce bans, ionictime with Piaicrs 
Inforce their charicic: poore Titrlygod ,poorc Torn, 

That’s femething yet i Edgar I nothing am. Exit* 

Enter LetrfFoote^and Gentleman . 

Lea’Tis ftrange that they ftiould fo depart from h ome. 
And not fend backc my Meffengers. 

Gent . As 11 earn'd, 

The night bcforc,therc was no purpofe in them 
Of this remoue. 

Kent. Haile to thee Noble Mafter. 

Lear . Ha?Mak’ft thou this (hamc ahy paftime/ 

Kent. No my Lord. 

Toole . Hah^ha, he wearesCrucll Garters H^rfes are 
ride by the heads, Dogges and Bearcs, by’ih’necke, 


Kent. By/uttoJ fwearel# 

Lear. They durftnot do*t: 

They could not, would not do*c: 'tis worfe then murthcr. 
To do vpon refpe£l fuch violent outrage: . 

Rcfolue me with all modeft hafte.which way 
Thou might’ft deferuc,or they impofc this vfagr, 
Commingfrom vs. 

Kent. My Lord^vvhen at their home 
X die! commend your Highneflc Letters to them. 

Ere I was rifen from the place,that (hewed 
My duiie kneeling^cafne there a reeking Pofte, 

S'cv/d inhiihafte,halfebrea{hleflc,painting forth 
From Goneri!l\\\s Miftris/alucations; 

Deliuer'd Le:tersfpighc ofintermiffion. 

Which prefcntly they read; on thole contents 
They fuminon’d vp their memey^ftraight tookeHcfrfe, 
Commanded me to follow,and attend 
The leifurc of their anfwer,gaue me cold looker 
And meeting heere the other Mcflcnger, 

Whofe welcome I pcrceiu'd had poifon r d mine. 

Being the very fellow which of late 
DTpiaid lo faweily againft your HighncfTe, 

Hauing more man then wit about mc,drew; 

He rais’d the houfe, with loud and coward cries. 

Your Sonne and Daughter found this trclpafle worth 
The fhame which heere it fufters. (way, 

Foole. Winters not gon yet,if the wii 5 d Geefe fly that 
Fathers that weare rags, do make their Children blind, 
But Fathers that bearebags,ftiall fee their,children kind. 
Fortune that arrant whore,ncre turns the key toth’ poore. 
But for all this thou 'fhalt h*ue as many Dolors for thy 
Daugh ters,as thou canft tell in a yeare. 

Lear. Gh how this Mother fwels vp toward my heart! 
TTiftoncapaJJi<?,do wne thou climing forrow. 

Thy Elements below where is this Daughter? 

Ke*t. Wirh the Earle Sir,here within. 

Lear. Follow me not,flay here. Exit. 

Gen. Made you no more offence. 

But what you fpeake of? 

Kent. None : 

H< w chance the the King comes with fo fmall a number? 

Foole. And thou hadft becne fet i’th* Stockcs for that 
qocftion,thoud’ft well deferu’d ir. 

Kent • Why Foole ? 

Fools , Wcc’l fee thee to fchoole to an Ant, to teach 
thcc thcr’s no labouring i’th* winter, AH that follow their 
nofes.are led by their eyes, but blmdemen, and there’s 
not a oofe among twenty^but can lmellhim chat’s flink- 
ing; let go thy ho!d,whcn a greatvihcelerufts dowries 
hTrt, leaft itbreake thy necke with following. But the 
great one that goes vpward, let him drawthee after * 
when a w;feman giues thee better counfellgme me mine 
againe,I wouldhausc nonebut fcnaues follow it, finceii 
Foole ^iues it. 


Monkies by’th’loynes, and Men by’th* legs: when a man 1 That Sir,wh ich ferues and feekes for gainc* 
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ouerluiiie at legs,then he weares wodden acther-ftocks, 
Lear. What's he, 

That hath fo much thy place miftooke 
To fet thee heere? 

Kenr^ it is both he andfhc, 

Your Son,and Daughter. 

Lear. No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No I fay. 

Tent. I fay yea, 

Lear* By inpiter I fwcare no # 


And folio wes but for forme; 

Will packe 4 when it begins roraine P 
And lcaue thee in the ftorme. 

But I will tarry^he Foole will ftay, 

And let the wifemanflie: 

The knaue turncs Foole that runnes avvay> 
The Foole no^knaue pcrdic# 

Enter Lear,and giojltt: 
Kent . Where learn’d you this Foole? 
Foole. Not i’th’ Stocks Foole^ 
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